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Summary: When Draco puts his duty to his family above his own 
happiness, he will soon discover just how much Malfoy's meddle until 
they get their own way. Drarry. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N - **Ok my beauties here is the start of the Drarry I have been 
talking about :D I hope you enjoy. Beta Puff and I have certainly 
been enjoying working on this bad boy :D If you haven't checked out 
the other new Fic I have posted called The Governess, (Sirimione) 
then please do head on over, chapter 2 will be going up tomorrow! And 
then of course there is Coming Home (Remione) :) 

Anyway enough from me - As always I own nothing. 

And big Puff love. 
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><pXstrong>Meddling Half oys<strong> 
**Chapter 1** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The sun was shining brightly that day, a true indication that 
summer was well and truly began. <em>About time too,<em> thought 
Harry to himself as he reminisced over the utterly vile sodden 
spring. The Weasley's garden was looking wonderful. However much 
Harry seemed to dislike the wet weather it had done wonders for the 
blooms that graced the family's large back garden. Standing there, 
with the essential summer pint in hand, he smiled at the sight before 
him: his adoptive family well and happy, enjoying the well-deserved 
sunshine and one another's company. At times he truly couldn't 
believe just how lucky he had been through everything, honestly 



wondering what he had done to deserve such wonderful people in his 
lif e . 

After the moment he and Ginny went their separate ways, he was 
petrified that the family unit he had gotten so used to and so close 
to would fall away before his very eyes, yet that didn't happen and 
he counted his lucky stars everyday for such understanding people. It 
had taken a lot for him to open up to Hermione about his feelings 
towards Ginny and then elaborate on what it was he was trying to 
explain to her, it was safe to say that he was certainly not as 
eloquent as his wild haired best friend. But with a lot of stopping 
and starting, stammering and deep calming breaths, he did it. He 
finally told somebody that; _girls aren't for me_. Harry cringed 
every time he thought back to that delivery, slightly ashamed with 
himself for not having thought of something witty or catty as a way 
to deliver the news, however it did the job. 

Hermione had just smiled at him in that oh-so-Hermione way before 
taking his hand in hers and simply saying that she knew, had for 
years now. That amazed him, because he certainly hadn't had a clue, 
then again for much of his teenage years he was trying his best to 
run from, hide from, and destroy a mad man. She had helped him think 
of a way to tell Ginny and work up the courage to do so like the 
Gryffindor he was. What he wasn't expecting was Ginny to be so 
relieved about the whole thing. The moment he had told her her face 
lit up as though the weight of the world had been lifted from her 
shoulders and she laughed with joy, actually laughed. Harry had first 
thought she was laughing at him, until she began to pepper his face 
with kisses and explain that she believed they weren't right together 
after all. He had sat there wide eyed and confused for the start, 
until she explained that despite her unhappiness with things, she 
didn't want to break his heart. He had already been through so much 
that she couldn't bear the thought of causing him any pain when he 
truly didn't deserve it. 

The two of them then proceeded to cry as emotions and love for one 
another ran high, both relieved for not having broken one another's 
heart, both relieved that they could finally be themselves. The rest 
of his "family" had taken the announcement well. Mrs Weasley, who, if 
he was honest with himself was the one he worried about the most, it 
seemed, hadn't been at all troubled. In fact it seemed he needn't 
have worked himself up over the matter as the family matriarch 
engulfed him in a bone crushing hug and patted his hair in that 
soothing motherly way that she did, whilst she said over and over 
again that 'it was quite ok and that he was still her son and always 
would be.' He cried again at that point. 

So, here he stood, nursing his drink in the warm summer sun for the 
always traditional Sunday dinner, waiting for the remainder of the 
clan to arrive, hoping that Hermione wasn't in one of her matchmaking 
moods . 

"Harry, there you are! I've been looking for you for ages," taking a 
well-deserved swig of his pint, Harry smiled over the rim of his 
glass as the witch bounced over in his direction. 

"Well, you couldn't have been looking that hard, I haven't moved, 
really, from when I got here, " he answered looking down at the petite 
witch through his messy hair. 



"So much sass, " Hermione teased before diving right in with what he 
feared. "So... Harry? What do you think of Blondes?... What!?" she 
asked, her eyes wide as Harry let out a growl of frustration. 

"No, Hermione." 

"No to blondes, or . . . No to the underlying question behind the 

first question?" she teased. 

Harry rolled his eye and took another sip of his drink, "The second 
one . " 

"So you _do_ like blondes, I should have known from 6th year, I mean 
you were quite obsessed with Malfoy-" 

"I'm ignoring you," said Harry as he turned his back to his friend 
and walked back towards the house, only to halt when the sound of 
apparition filled the air. 

"Oh, that will be Charlie and his friend!" squealed Mrs Weasley, as 
she hurried on out of the house and into the garden towards her son, 
followed by the rest of them. 

"Oh Charlie, Effie, you two look positively starved. Charlie Weasley, 
do you not look after your friends!?" she scolded. "This girl is 
wasting away, nothing on her." 

"She's more than capable of looking after herself, mum 

"He doesn't let me eat, Mrs Weasley, and when he does . . . It's 

rationed!" eyes of fury turned to Charlie from the matriarch. 

"You bloody liar! You take that back you gannet ! Bloody _rations,_ 
you eat more than the rest of us blokes put together-" 

"Charlie Weasley! Don't you talk to her like that, I didn't bring you 
up to talk to a lady like that!" 

"This Goat is no lady, mum 

"Enough from you. Now, dear," said Mrs Weasley, turning back to the 
girl and patting her hand fondly. "I'm going to go back and finish up 
dinner, make sure you get first helpings, as much as you like. Dear 
girl, no need to be polite, these lot certainly aren't," finished the 
plump woman, sending a narrowed look to the group of them gathered 
there in the garden. 

"Thank you so much, Mrs Weasley, " 

"Effie dear, how many times? It's Molly," Harry watched as Mrs 
Weasley ushered herself back into the house before Charlie's voice 
caught his attention. 

"What the hell was that. Goat? Suck up much? _Thank you so much, Mrs 
Weasley, Charlie mimicked to the young woman standing to his side, 
who stood there with a smirk rather familiar. In fact, she herself 
looked extremely familiar, but Harry knew that she had certainly not 
attended Hogwarts with them, so where did he recognise her from? 

She was a petite young witch around their age, with strikingly long 



blonde hair piled up in a scruffy looking ponytail, _Malfoy blonde_ 
was the best way to describe it, Harry found himself thinking as he 
looked over the woman, taking in her features. She was clad in the 
typical wardrobe of a dragon tamer, confirming that she must, in 
fact, be a work colleague of Charlie's and even if she wasn't Harry's 
type, he could still appreciate the way the leathers clung to her 
curves in a way that would make a man's mouth water, as seemed to be 
the case with the twins . 

"Just because she likes me more than you, I can't help that I'm just 
that loveable. It must be a family trait," Charlie's booming laughter 
took Harry, as well as the others, by surprise. 

"Oh that's brilliant! Truly," managed the man when his laughter 
finally calmed down. 

"So, dear brother of ours-" 

"You going to introduce us to this 

"Beauty of a witch?" chimed in the twins, as they stood there 
proudly, puffing out their chests and sending a wink in the young 
woman's direction. 

"You hear that, Charlie? I'm a beauty." 

"No, you're not. You're Goat. _This_, everyone, is Goat. We work 
together on the reserve, " _Goat_ stood there arms crossed and frown 
in place, clearly unimpressed with her introduction, before she 
firmly punched Charlie on the arm, earning herself a whimper from the 
wizard . 

"Git, " she said before proceeding with her own introduction, "The 
name is Epsilon, Epsilon Malfoy." And there it was, the familiarity 
of her. The striking blonde hair, that smirk, the perfect porcelain 
skin, and now, on closer inspection, the trademark grey 
eyes . 

"Epsilon? After the star?" asked Hermione the curiosity obvious in 
her voice. 

"Yep, from the constellation Draco-" 

"Erom the asterism A1 TA*is," interrupted Charlie, as if he were 
quoting a line from a book read many times. 

"The Goat?" When Hermione spoke, Charlie's face lit up with glee, 
clearly obvious to all those around. And now that, thanks to 
Hermione 's nearly encyclopaedic knowledge, the rather ridiculous 
nickname she was privy to had been explained, the rest began to 
chuckle as well. 

"And you must be Hermione Granger, " said Epsilon holding her hand out 
to Hermione and smiling brightly. "The one who punched my brother on 
the nose third year, no doubt he probably deserved it." 

"Brother? Sorry, the only Malfoy I know is Draco, and he doesn't -" 
Hermione stopped talking and the brightness of Epsilon's smile, Harry 
noticed, grew. 



"You're looking at the best kept secret on that family tree," she 
said holding her arms up and earning herself a rather loud chuckle 
from those around her. 

It turned out that she truly was the best kept secret, considering 
none of them had known anything about her. The young witch had grown 
up going to Beauxbatons and staying with her French family on their 
grandmother's side of the tree during the holidays. She had more or 
less been forced to relocate for her own safety, it was one thing 
having a son who would be in high demand when the Dark Lord came 
knocking, but having a daughter also was another risk all together, 
and as a twin, even more so. 

Harry and all the rest sat and listened, intrigued, as she explained 
the lifestyle of a Pureblood Witch of a high powered family. It 
turned out that if she had stayed their side of the Channel it was 
more than probable she would have been married off by her coming of 
age at 17, and used simply as a broodmare for heirs, children that 
would have more or less been raised as lackeys for the ' oh-so-mighty 
Dark Lord'. Neither she nor her parents would have had a choice in 
who she wed, it would have been a wizard of the Dark Lord's choosing 
and that could have been _anyone._ They had all cringed, shuddered 
and been repulsed, by that fact. That she could have been forced to 
marry a man old enough to be her father or even older? With the only 
reason to _breed_? 

When questioned about how no one ever seemed to mention her or know 
of her, she simply replied: "_Money will get you everything"_. She 
kept in close contact with her family often, especially her brother 
Draco, it seemed. She thought very highly of him, Harry could tell by 
the way she spoke so fondly of him. The more they sat and spoke with 
her the more and more Harry became aware that she was as 
_Un-Malf oyish_ as it was possible to be. There was nothing about her 
that screamed Pureblood Princess - if anything she fit in perfectly 
with this family dynamic, this known group of 'Blood Traitors' - and 
he was quite certain that if Narcissa and Lucius could see and hear 
her speak as she was now, they truly would not be impressed. She sat 
there, next to Charlie, laughing raucously, pint of goblin cider in 
hand, spilling it in the process, as she swiped Charlie around the 
head every once in awhile when he was being far too crude even for 
her, and that was saying something. 

"So Epsilon-" began Ginny. 

"Goat, " correct Charlie as he took a swig of his own drink and ducked 
Epsilon's swipe. 

"I am not calling her Goat 

"You should, everyone else does." 

"Yes, Ginny?" said Epsilon, turning herself towards Ginny and 
ignoring the wizard to her side. 

"Why come back? Why now? It seems that a lot of effort was taken to 
keep you hidden, why come back now?" Harry found himself wondering 
the same thing and was intrigued to know the answer. 

"Ah, well, I guess you've heard about a _little _wedding taking place 
next spring?" 



"You mean the great big ridiculous display of all things Pureblood?" 
asked Ron, flinching when Hermione squeezed his hand trying to 
silence his tongue. 

Epsilon, however, only laughed at his words. "Yes that one. Well I'm 
going to cancel it," Harry's eyes, as well as the others (apart from 
Charlie), widened in surprise. She had come all that way just to 
cancel her own brother's wedding. Well, that was dedication. 

"Why would you do that! That's awful! You're going to ruin your own 
brother's wedding!?" Ginny said, her voice a little higher than 
usual, clearly unimpressed by what she had heard. 

"Of course." 

"So, I get the impression that we are missing something here, " said 
Harry leaning forward to accept a fresh drink from George. 

"She's not right for him, he'll be miserable and I don't like her," 
ah there it was, the first indication that she was a Malfoy at all, 
the _I don't like it, so that's that_ attitude. 

"So just because you don't like her-" questioned Harry whilst he 
studied her. 

"She's not even the right gender! She's too . . . Female," she said 

with a wave of her hand making Charlie snort with 
laughter . 

"Malfoy 's gay?" asked Ron surprised. 

"Of course he is, you've met him right? The tall leggy blonde, who 
spends far too much time in front of a mirror to be considered 
normal? Never a hair out of place, whinges like a bitch it you use 
his shampoo and forget to replace it? One time that happened. One 
time. And will he let me forget it? No." Harry couldn't help himself 
laughing, he hadn't known about Malfoy, but when Epsilon put it like 
that, he was surprised he hadn't picked up on it. 

"He's only doing this because he thinks it's the right thing to do, 
that he _needs_ to produce an heir. He doesn't _need _to do anything. 
He's already been punished enough by what father made him do, why 
should he now be in a loveless marriage for the rest of his life just 
for the sake of a family tree? It's bloody ridiculous!" She paused 
her rant for a moment and studied Harry, running her eyes over him 
and making him feel a little like a piece of meat. 

"Now you, you on the other hand are right up his street. How do you 
feel about blondes?" 

_She had perfect timing, _ thought Harry as he choked on the mouthful 
of beer he had just taken, dribbling and sputtering it down 
himself . 

He took a moment to compose himself and wipe the spittle now clearly 
dribbling down his chin. "So subtle there. Goat. Truly," teased 
Charlie . 


"What!? Draco's clearly wanted to get into his knickers for years 



I'm merely putting it out there," Epsilon's timing was indeed 
impeccable as Harry choked on another mouthful, his eyes now watering 
whilst his coughing fit continued and Hermione thumped his 
back . 

"Harry and Draco, bloody hell, that will never happen, the two of 
them hate each other! They'd kill each other before they made it out 
the door for a date, " said Ron, shaking his head and curling his lip 
at the obvious image he now had. 

"Well, I think they'd be quite good together," mumbled Hermione into 
her own glass. 

"WHAT?" called out both Harry and Ron at the same time. 

"You do remember what a foul git he was, right? Everything that 
happened, you remember it, the fact that he called you mudblood for 
years-" 

"He did what!? Oh, I'll bloody castrate him for you when I get my 
hands on that twit," shouted Epsilon, cutting off Ron's rant in the 
process . 

"Oh don't be ridiculous, it's fine. He's come a long way since then, 
it has been 7 years after all, and we've been working together for 5. 
I think it's safe to say that we've put a lot behind us, that and 
I've grown quite fond of him and ... I don't like how sad and quiet 
he is when the talk of the wedding gets brought up . . . " Hermione 

trailed off. 

"Well, I never thought I'd hear those words come from you that's for 
sure, " said Ron baffled as he carded his fingers through his 
hair . 

"Wait a minute . . . Earlier when you asked me what I thought of 

blondes, Hermione?" asked Harry, narrowing his eyes slightly when 
Hermione suddenly became very interested in her drink. 

"I like you," interrupted Epsilon with a wide and beaming smile, so 
very Un-Malf oyish, as she nodded towards Hermione who returned the 
sentiment and raised her glass to her. 

"Don't ignore me, witch." 

"Oh, come off it, Harry! You and Draco might not talk, but don't 
think I haven't notice you giving him the once over when you come up 
to my office," Hermione said with a pointed look. 

"I do not!" Exclaimed Harry as though the thought itself was truly 
awful, when in reality she was very right. He had on far more than 
one occasion admired the tall blonde when visiting Hermione ' s office. 
He had often walked past at the right moment just as Malfoy was 
leaning over the desk signing whatever paperwork was there before 
him, his sharply pressed trousers hugging his arse in a rather 
mouth-watering way. Just those thoughts alone were causing a blush to 
creep up his neck and gave him away as though he were a randy 
teenager . 

"You sound so convincing, mate," said Charlie. 



Harry groaned in defeat. "Fine, he's alright to look at," he said 
quickly praying that Mrs Weasley would call them in for dinner soon, 
so he didn't have to put up with this rather strange turn of events 
and watch it become a _will you help me break up this wedding. _ No 
way did he want to get caught up in that kettle of fish. Both 
Hermione and Epsilon seemed to share a look of delight, the look 
itself made Harry's stomach flip nervously, and not in the good 
way . 

"So Harry began Epsilon with a look all too familiar, the kind of 
look all females seemed to get when they were about to ask you to do 
something they really wanted you to do. 

"No!" he said before she managed to finish her sentence. 

"Oh, come on. Please? Help a girl out." 

"No way, as Ron has already said, we would kill each other. There's 
far too much history between us and certainly not good. He's pretty, 
yes I'll admit that, but I am not getting involved in this. 

"Not getting involved in what?" came Percy's voice from behind them. 
"Epsilon, I didn't know you were visiting?" Harry watched as the 
witch's face lit up and her smile became even brighter as she raised 
her hand up to her untidy hair in an attempt to tidy it 
somewhat . 

"Please, Percy, call me Effie, I've told you enough times," Harry was 
startled by the sudden change in her voice. Gone was the relaxed 
dragon tamer and replaced by what he could only describe as perfectly 
spoken Pureblood. Charlie had obviously noticed also as he started to 
snicker and take the piss, however not for long when Epsilon thumped 
him hard enough to push him back off his chair, making even Percy 
laugh . 

"And how do you two know each other then?" asked Hermione. 

"Oh well, there may have been a few incidents here and there, that 
required some help to tidy up, and well . . . paperwork to fill in. 

Sorry about that again, the last one was honestly not my fault . . 

.much, " said Epsilon with a wince, directing the last part towards 
Percy who simply smiled at her and shook his head. 

"It's fine, honestly." 

"Hey, that's not what you said to me when I had that slight incident 
of my own a few weeks ago in Wales with the Welsh Green, " pouted 
Charlie and narrowing his gaze at his brother as he stood and dusted 
himself off. 

"Well, you aren't a pretty witch now are you?" he replied just as Mrs 
Weasley called him back into the house and with a nod he headed back 
inside. The flaming colour of Epsilons cheeks didn't go unnoticed by 
Harry, or the ridiculous grin now plastered on her face. 

"Could you be any more obvious?" laughed Charlie as he picked up his 
chair and sat back down, a little more distance put between himself 
and Epsilon. 

"Shut it, will you?" 



"I thought-" began Harry gesturing between the two of 
them . 

Epsilon's eyes went wide with horror at the insinuation. "Me and 
Charlie? Oh Merlin, no! Ew. Yuck." 

"Thanks, I think they get it, " said Charlie, though there was no hurt 
in his voice as he was simply amused. 

"That would be like shagging Draco . . . and just... No. But you, you 

could ..." Harry groaned with a roll of his eyes. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N - Hey everyone, just a quick note to say that I am hopefully 

going to be updating this Story every Monday to the best of my 

ability. Please check out my other fics if you fancy it. Thank you to 

everyone who has like and fav'd makes a writers day. ** 

**as always I own nothing. ** 
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><pXstrong>Meddling Malf oys<strong> 
**Chapter 2** 
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><p>Draco sat there at his desk, glaring at the owl perched opposite 
him, leg held out waiting for him to remove the parchment delivered 
to him, the signature black ribbon holding it closed. He was not in 
the mood to read wedding talk from his mother, he already had piles 
of parchment scattering his desk before him, without the need to add 
something else to said pile, and even less so when it was something 
that was of no great interest to him.<p> 

The Magical Law Enforcement department seemed to be rather quiet 
today, but that could have something to do with Granger telling them 
all to bugger off not too long ago, unless they had anything of 
importance to bring down to them. Missing Kneazles or overly loud 
neighbours did not come under this category she had stated firmly. 
Draco had smiled fondly at the witch when she finally blew up at the 
irritating witches and wizards, who seemed to litter the corridors of 
their department seeking out the overly compassionate war heroin. The 
peace and quiet was something he could certainly get used to, perhaps 
he would send Granger as gift of thanks for finally making up and 
losing her temper. 

The owl before him hooted in aggravation and pecked irritatingly at 
his hand. "Ouch, you little bugger!" he said snatching at the 
parchment and threw a treat towards the wretched animal. 

_Dear Draco, _ 

_Your father and I would like it greatly if both you and Astoria 



would join us for dinner Thursday next week. We have much to discuss 
about your wedding arrangements and not an awful amount of time left. 


_I look forward to seeing you._ 

_Love Mother_ 

He rolled his eyes at the words before him, there was no, _we hope 
you can come _or _when can you come_ there was no room for argument 
at all, not room for discussion, she wrote it like a true snake that 
woman, no room for disagreement, simply an order. 

And the wedding wasn't until the following Spring, how much needed to 
be discussed already? They were months away, thank goodness. Months 
for him to really get his head around the whole idea about it all. It 
may have been his decision, and he may have sought his parents help 
in finding a suitable witch, but it was still a rather large 
commitment he was making and though he was quite content with it, 
there were always if, whats, why and buts floating around in the back 
of his mind about whether or not he could really do this. If he 
really could spend the rest of his life essentially living a lie. 

He groaned loudly and ran his hands tiredly down his face, starting 
slightly when he could hear large amounts of shouting from down the 
hall. It seemed the quiet was going to be short lived, when fifteen 
minutes later the shouting was still occurring. Draco was just 
getting up from his desk to go and close the door to his office when 
Potter marched past. That was the third time this week the Auror had 
been down to this part of the department without it being his normal 
simple visit to Granger. 

Draco couldn't help himself when he watch the man march on past with 
an air of importance and admire the way he held himself. Tall, his 
uniform clinging to him in all the right ways, and annoying Draco 
with the way the man seemed to always make his palms sweaty. 

Don't get him wrong, he more or less couldn't stand Potter still, but 
it was hard not to be fully aware of how annoyingly handsome the man 
was, without even knowing it. 

"Down this way again. Potter? Anyone would think you've got your eye 
on someone down here, " Draco said as he leaned lazily against his 
doorway plastering on his trademark smirk. 

"Yeah right, more like an over opinionated Malfoy causing trouble 
again, " he shouted out over his shoulder before disappearing into 
Rippon ' s office. 

"What? I haven't done anything!" he called out after the Auror, 
leaving his post and marching after the man, following him him to his 
colleagues offices. 

"All you have to do is sign the damn thing so we can move the Pigmy 
Welsh Black, ok? Just sign it! It's not as if i'm asking you to forge 
a damn wand, you incompetent grindylow, " bellowed the frustrated 
blonde as she waved a piece of green parchment, stamping her heeled 
boot in the process as if she were a small child, whilst Rippon sat 
at his desk, not a hair out of place and handsomely put 
together . 



"EPSILON!" bellowed Potter, making the witch jump and even Draco. 
_Malfoy? Epsilon?_ Draco thought... _No it can't be_. 

He watched with silent curiosity as the young woman with hair as 
messy as Potter turned around looking rather guilty. That all too 
familiar set of grey looking up at the man in front of him, neither 
one of them noticing Draco there at the doorway. 

"Nice to see you sent an owl telling me you were back, " said Draco, 
unable to hide the hurt in his voice, knowing that his own sister 
hadn't let him know she was even back in the country. 

"Wait your turn, Malfoy, " snapped Harry, holding his finger up to him 
telling him to wait. "I can only handle one stroppy Malfoy at a time, 
and _this _thorn in my side is first," Draco's jaw went slack at the 
instant dismissal, though for some reason he listened, of course with 
a pout in place. 

"Epsilon, this is the third time this week I have been called down 
here to deal with your temper tantrums. Why? Why must you Malfoys 
always be so hot tempered?" Harry ignored the way Draco scoffed at 
that thought. Malfoys were not hot tempered, they were 
passionate . 

"He won't sign the paperwork! I need one signature, just one, and he 
won't bloody do it! Eor Charlie he will, but three times I've been 
down here with things for him to sign and three times he's flat out 
refused, but when Charlie comes back, the paper pusher here signs!" 
Nippon glared at Epsilon and she kindly glared back. 

Draco watched as Harry ran a frustrated hand through his shambles of 
a hair and sighed. "Nippon, just . . . why won't you sign the 

paperwork? I'm sure everything is in order. She's a professional, 
though right now I use that term lightly-" 

"Oi ! " Draco couldn't help the smirk at this sister's 
annoyance . 

"Been working with Charlie for what now - five years?" 

"Six, " she corrected. 

"Six, why won't you just do us a favour and save us all this hassle 
every time and just sign it?" 

"Harry, you know I am a professional," Nippon ignored Epsilon's bark 
of laughter, "but I can not accept paperwork and sign it off when 
clearly a false name has been used." _Ealse name? Is this guy a 
joke?_ 

"What? It has my name on it, nothing false about it!" shouted 
Epsilon, her frustration becoming more apparent. 

"Epsilon Malfoy? Nice try there love-" 

"Nippon," interrupted Harry "That is her name." 

"What?" said the now flushed wizard from behind his desk, swallowing 
deeply at the thought of having insulted a Malfoy. "But, but that's 



Malfoy, " Rippon stuttered pointing to where Draco was 
standing . 

"Yes, Epsilon's brother," continued Harry. 

"B-b-brother ? " 

"Yes. Now sign it," said Epsilon herself, thrusting the parchment 
once more under his nose, until the man took it quickly and scribbled 
his signature along the dotted line. Her face lit up at once and she 
smiled at Rippon, in such a way that the man instantly became 
captivated by her, gone was the scary dragon tamer and now there 
stood a beautiful witch. 

"Thank you. Handsome, " she beamed up at him, sending him a wink and 
turning quickly to leave. 

"Oh no, you don't!" called out Harry. "You owe me an apology, if you 
had just damn well _told me _what the issue was the first two times 
instead of storming off in a huff, this could have been avoided! 
You're lucky he didn't press charges last time when you threw that 
paper weight at him," once again Draco couldn't contain the smile 
from spreading across his face. 

"Don't you damn well smile over there Malfoy, this sister of yours is 
a menace! Three times I've been pulled away from my desk this week, 
and then there's the inquisition going on from last week about the 
escaped dragon over London-" 

"That was _you_?" asked Draco looking at his sister with a look that 
was rather disapproving. 

She squirmed a little under his gaze. "That was an accident and 
definitely not _entirely _my fault-" 

"It's doesn't matter, forget it, it's nearly all done with anyway. I 
swear, though, you Malfoys never just keep your head down, do you? 

You know, live the quiet life? Always bigger is better, isn't it?" 
said Harry marching away from them out of the room and up the 
corridor . 

"Malfoy_s_? Plural you're using there. Potter. I don't see you having 
to come and down here because of me! I'll have you know, I'm a very 
respectable member of that family, and it'll do you well to remember 
that. Putting me in the same category as Goat here, who do you think 
you are, Mr. Boy-wonder? She's the attention seeker, not me!" Draco 
shouted out as he followed Harry, Epsilon a few steps behind, her 
shorter legs struggling to keep up with the two wizards as they 
continued their march. 

"01! I resent that," she called out after him. 

"HA! That's rich coming from you, Malfoy. Third year and a 
Hippogriff, need I say more?" said Harry stopping in his tracks to 
turn and face him, almost causing Draco to run into his firm 
body . 

"That animal nearly ripped my arm off-" 


"It was a scratch." 



"My arm was hanging off!" 


"Hanging off? Hanging off? Oh, you are ridiculous, " laughed Harry 
grabbing Draco's arm and lifting the sleeve of his expertly pressed 
robe, to show the small sliver scar running across it barely a few 
inches long. 

Harry looked at Draco and raised an eyebrow challenging him. "Well . 

. . there was a lot of blood, " mumbled Draco, trying his hardest not 

to overthink the feeling of Harry's touch on his arm as his finger 
barely came into contact pointing out the scar. 

"I'll just leave you to lover boys to it then-" 

"Lover boys?" 

"Oh no, you don't!" called out Harry and Draco at the same time as 
Epsilon tried to make her escape. 

"You, you cretin, are a damn right cow, not getting in touch when you 
got back! You are coming to dinner with Astoria and I tonight, and 
don't you dare think about getting out of it!" demanded Draco as his 
pointed his finger at his sister and scowled when she pulled a face 
like a small child being told to clean their room. 

"Urgh, do I have to?" she whinged. 

"Yes ! " 

"Can I bring someone with?" she asked suddenly, an air of excitement 
to her voice. 

"Er. . . sure. Who?" asked Draco, confused as to why his sister 

hadn't mentioned that she was possibly seeing someone. 

"Why, dear Harry, here, " she answered, grabbing the startled wizard 
by the arm and linking her with his. 

"Oh no, you don't," said Harry trying his best to escape from the 
woman's vice like grip. "Bleeding heck, you're strong," he continued 
when he realised it was no use. 

"I work with dragons. Come on, use that pretty head of yours." 

"I'm pretty sure that you're not Potter's type," added Draco, all too 
familiar with the fact that he had witnessed Hermione consoling the 
chosen one himself after a bad break up or too, and often being 
rather envious of the men who had been lucky enough to score a date 
or two with the wizard. Not that he would ever admit that out loud, 
of course. 

"Maybe not, but he is a friend and I don't really fancy whole night 
of Pureblood etiquette with Miss Eabric Swatch." 

"Epsilon, " said Draco firmly, unusually using her given name, 
allowing her to know she was about to cross a line she really 
shouldn ' t . 

"What? She sent me 14 fabric samples the other month; I thought he 



poor owl was going to die on me from exhaustion flying all that way 
to Romania!" 

"I'm just going to-" 

"No, you don't!" both Malfoy's shouted out. 

Draco stood there staring at both his sister and the boy wonder, arms 
linked together and a look of determination on the witch's face. As 
much as things had been well over the years between himself and Harry 
(and by well, they were courteous to one another) he wasn't quite so 
sure that he could manage a whole evening in the wizard's 
company . 

It was one thing appreciating the man for his looks from afar, it was 
another thing having to put up with him for an evening in a rather 
formal family setting, and in public no less. He doubted Harry even 
knew how to behave in such a setting. That was another thing Draco 
didn't need to add to the list, he didn't need the added pressure of 
ensuring that the chosen one didn't embarrass him or his family name. 
It had taken long enough to put them in a good light again after the 
hardships of the war. 

There was, however, the small sliver of hope in the back of his mind 
that perhaps Harry could keep rein of his thorn of a sibling. There 
was no shadow of a doubt that he would need it, he wasn't an idiot, 
after all, and he knew Epsilon like the back of his hand. She was 
going to pull out all the stops tonight and he really couldn't be 
bothered to keep both his fiance and sister happy and calm on his 
own. An extra pair of hands would certainly benefit him. 

Then there was also the added benefit of being seen out with the man, 
himself. It would, after all, do even more wonders for his 
name . 

"Fine, he can come," said Draco with a bored tone to his voice. 

"Can I, now?" replied Harry crossing his arms against his chest and 
glaring at him. 

"Nando ' s 7.30, don't be late," Draco continued, ignoring the way 
Harry seemed to scowl at him and keeping himself focused on his 
sister . 

"Nando's!?" Draco couldn't help but be pleased with the outraged look 
on Epsilons face, and the look of pure confusion on Harry's. 

"Think of it as payback, " he said turning his back on them and making 
his way back towards his office. 

"For what!?" Epsilon called out after him. 

"For not telling me you're back!" he shouted back with finality 
before firmly shutting the door behind him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Harry stood outside the Leaky Cauldron in a daydream. How on 
earth had be managed to get himself caught up in all of this? One 
minute he was simply dealing with an irate witch, the next minute he 



was being coerced into dinner with said witch and his school rival, 
and his wife-to-be. The whole thing was completely and utterly 
surreal, to say the least. Throw in the fact that he was about to be 
thrown in the deep end of Pureblood etiquette and traditions, and he 
may as well be in the strangest dream he'd ever had. And that 
included all the dreams he's shared with Voldemort . <p> 

He wasn't one, nowadays, for getting nervous. It didn't do we'll in 
his line of work to allow emotions to overrule your thoughts, a clear 
head was essential. However, for the first time in what felt like 
forever, he was truly, truly nervous. Standing there waiting for 
Epsilon in semi-formal dress robes for dinner was not something he 
had ever had the privilege (if you could call it that) of doing. Why 
on earth he had agreed to this whole thing he had no idea, and now 
there was the added pressure of ensuring that he didn't make a fool 
of himself, as he tried his hardest to remember the quick bursts of 
information Epsilon had thrown his way. 

"_Nando's?" asked Harry as Draco disappeared behind the door, "The 
muggle restaurant, the Portuguese place? The chicken place?" he asked 
in utter confusion. _ 

"_What? Oh, no. Not quite, this place, is well . . . erm the same 

line but on this side of the wall well. . . . It's very - erm fancy," 

Epsilon stammered as she began to make her way out of the department, 
Harry still hot on her heals. _ 

"_What do you mean?" he said pinching the bridge of his 
nose ._ 

"_Well, it is Portuguese, and it's still the same type of food as 
muggle Nando 's, however, it's a little posh . . . Pureblood posh is 

the best way to describe it, " Harry groaned out loud and tiredly ran 
his hand down his face._ 

"_Just, explain to me what I should expect, " he said with an 
exasperated sigh._ 

"_So, you're coming then?" Epsilon asked excitedly. _ 

"_Well, you hardly gave me the choice now, did you?" he tried his 
hardest not to be endeared by the way the witch looked so excited, 
but failed miserably when her smile became contagious. _ 

"_Oh Harry, I owe you one!" she said flinging her arms around him and 
giving him a squeeze so tight that it seem unnatural from someone so 
little. Then again, she was a dragon trainer, so what did he 
expect ?_ 

"_Oh, don't you worry, I know you do. Now what do I need to know 
before tonight?" the moment Epsilon had opened her mouth Harry had 
wished he'd never asked. _ 

"_This place is a little on the extreme of Pureblood crazy, " Harry 
groaned as soon as she began, "right, so: quick lesson. Knives and 
forks from the inside out, not the outside in like muggles, only lift 
your wine with your left hand, erm . . . water must be had with ice 

and must be drunk from a small tumbler. Don't ask why, I have no 
idea. Oh, don't acknowledge the staff. At all. That's a big no no. 
Erm, I think that's all the important stuff. Oh no, wait! You have to 



pull out the chair for Draco, " at this Harry narrowed his eyes at her 
and scowled with all his might. _ 

"_Don't look at me like that. The host always has their chair pulled 

out for them and witches are not allowed to do the 

honour-"_ 

"_Honour, a bloody honour-"_ 

"_Harry-" Epsilon warned silencing his rant before it had begun. "Oh, 
and final thing: you have to sit next to Draco, too," he scowled at 
her once more, feeling as though this was beginning to feel like a 
set up the more she went on. _ 

"_Again with the looks? Look it's an old tradition, ok? Wizards 
always sit opposite the witches they are attending with, and this 
place is old school. "_ 

"_But it's Nando ' s ! " he cried out completely and utterly frustrated 
by now, with all of this new information. _ 

"_But it's not as you know it, trust me on this one, it's very very 
very different. Apart from it being the same style of food . . . the 

rest is well . . . just make sure you're hungry . 

So here he was standing outside feeling rather over dressed as the 
summer sun still shone brightly over Diagon Alley. Checking his watch 
for what felt like it could have been the hundredth time, wondering 
where on earth Epsilon might have been. She said to meet at 7, that 
way she could remind him of a few more do's and possible don'ts, yet 
it was now 20 past and she was still nowhere in sight. 

finally losing his patience and planning to head on over without her, 
Harry started to step away from the building, only to be stopped by a 
small hand pulling at his jacket. 

"And where, Mr Potter, do you think you are going?" came a familiar 
voice, though the witch that it came from certainly didn't _look 
_overly familiar. 

"Epsilon?" he questioned in awe when he took a moment to look at the 
witch. Gone was the dragon trainer he had grown to know and there 
stood a Pureblood Princess. She was dressed in a simple cobalt blue 
velvet tea length dress, with long elegant sleeves and a rather 
tasteful V neckline. Her usual wild mass of blonde hair was perfectly 
pulled and smoothed into a simple Erench twist with just a few wisps 
of hair perfectly framing her face. 

"Bloody hell, I'm hot in this. This fabric and summer simply do not 
go. Thank Merlin for cooling charms and damn good deodorant," she 
said fanning her armpits quickly. 

"Yeap, it's you," Harry said with a smile. "You look good," he 
continued, holding his arm out toward her. 

Epsilon smiled sweetly and took his offered arm. "Why, thank you. I 
feel ridiculous, Charlie laughed a good 20 minutes before I left 
seeing me like this, these damn shoes are killing me already, " she 
said gesturing down to the sliver heels dressing her feet. 



"You don't look too bad yourself, green looks good on you," she added 
with a wink and nodded in approval of Harry's dark green suit and 
waist coat, complemented with a simple crisp white shirt. He had 
ignored Hermione and left the tie behind, choosing to keep the top 
button of his shirt undone. He was already far too dressed up in his 
opinion, there was no way he was adding more to his outfit. 

They walked together in comfortable silence, Harry's nerves beginning 
to calm, somewhat, having someone else's presence nearby. That was, 
until he spotted the restaurant they were going to. 

She had been right in saying that this place way very, _very 
_different from what he had had in mind. There was no relaxed seating 
arrangements, no booths or closely set tables. There was no vibrant 
music filling the air, only gentle and soft classical. There were no 
rich coloured walls or colourful menus, there was not one picture of 
a chicken at all, and certainly no shelves full of perri perri sauces 
or salad dressings. Yes, this place was so very very different. 

It was beautiful, there was no denying that. And the magic used to 
create such a place was extraordinary. Despite stepping indoors they 
may as well have stepped right back out and onto a fabulous secluded 
veranda looking out over the sea. It was breath-taking, and suddenly 
Harry began to feel out of this comfort zone even more so. The 
perfectly pressed white table cloths seemed to dance with an 
imaginary breeze and, he was even sure he could hear the sound of 
gentle crashing waves mixed in with that of the music filling the 
air . 

"Told you it was nothing like the muggle version, " he heard Epsilon 
whisper in his ear, as they walked further in and over towards where 
Draco and Astoria where standing. 

And then Harry was faced with a whole other load of problems when he 
caught sight of the wizard standing there. Strikingly beautiful and 
dressed to perfection, he cut a picture that Harry couldn't help 
admiring. As much as he really didn't want to say it, the man looked 
good enough to eat, and quite frankly, Harry could have just dropped 
to his knees at that very moment and done unspeakable things to the 
man . 

Blue was never a colour the wizard chose to wear to the office. _And 
thank Merlin he didn't, _Harry thought, when his eyes drank in the 
Malfoy in his fantastic fitting rich royal blue suit and crisp white 
shirt. He was sure there was every possibility that he was dribbling 
despite his mouth feeling so dry at the same time. 

"Merlin, Harry. Close your mouth, will you?" Epsilon joked in his 
ear, clearly having spotted the way he was drinking in the image of 
the man before him. 

"Shut it," he snapped back playfully. 

"So glad you finally made it, " said Draco, the side of his mouth 
curling slightly as he fought the smile there, clearly having spotted 
the way Harry had been looking at him. 

"With three minutes to spare," Epsilon replied cheekily. 

"Astoria, this is my dear sister Epsilon, and of course, you know 



Potter from school, " introduced Draco, his arm set gently around her 
waist, though their bodies weren't touching Harry noticed. 

"Oh, I'm so glad to finally meet you!" squealed the dark haired woman 
and she pulled Epsilon into a frighteningly tight embrace. 

"Oh, yes quite, " she replied, patting their woman awkwardly on the 
back in return, her voice already having morphed somewhat into that 
Pureblood tone Harry knew she had, but very rarely used. 

"When you've quite finished," said Draco with an air of amusement at 
them, though Harry could tell it was more to do with the scowl 
Epsilon was shooting at him over Astoria's shoulder, "Perhaps we 
could sit." Draco continued with a gesture towards where their table 
was clearly waiting, staff at the ready. 

When approaching the table Harry carefully pulled out Draco's chair 
as instructed by Epsilon earlier, unable to hold back a slight wink 
when Draco gave him an approving look for his manners, making the 
blonde's cheeks turn a delicious shade of pink. A shade that Harry 
found himself thinking he would like to see more of. 


3 . Chapter 3 

**A/N -** Thank you everyone for following, faving and Reviewing this 
fic. You make me smile :) . This fic is really just fuffy 
ridiculousness that I just cant get enough of. I love how you guys 
seem to love Epsilon just as much as Puff and I do, she is a real 
hoot to write :) . Don't forget to follow me on tumblr if you want at 
thewritt ingf erret 

I own nothing : ) 

BIG BIG BIG BETA PUEE LOVE! 
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><pXstrong>Meddling Half oys<strong> 
**Chapter 3** 
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><p>Draco sat at his desk as he did every Monday, flicking through 
Eridays left over paper work, and ignored the Malfoy family owl, 
hooting away at him in disgust at being neglected as it sat there; 
with that signature ribboned parchment hanging from it leg.<p> 

It would only be his mother, pestering him for more details about how 
the previous evening had gone and quite possibly throwing in some 
wedding talk that he was clearly not interested in. He didn't need to 
think about how much he was disappointed when the night had ended and 
how even more disappointed he had been when it had been Astoria who 
he had escorted home, not to mention the scene his beloved sister had 
almost made, or the way Potter had look far too delicious in his own 
house colours. 


He let out a rather loud groan as his memories drifted back to the 
moment where Potter had walked through the doors with his sister 



proudly on his arm. The wizard, much to Draco's annoyance, had looked 
gorgeous, and in that f rustrat ingly effortless way, too. The fact 
that he had not opted for a tie and left that top button open - 
showing just the smallest amount of flesh - had the Malfoy wanting to 
run his hand down his chest popping button by button. 

It was, of course, comforting that it wasn't just him who seemed to 
be admiring the former school nemesis, he had been well aware of the 
way Potter had been looking him over and he enjoyed every moment of 
knowing that . 

Draco had then been quite impressed with Potter throughout the 
evening, not once did he slip up, as he had thought he would, having 
been raised by muggles. And not once had he done anything to cause a 
scene, well there was that one almost moment with Astoria, but 
nothing unlike his crazed sister. 

"_I don't know why you insist on working, Effie-"_ 

"_It ' s Epsilon," Draco watched wearily as his sister once again 
correct his fiancA©. Nicknames were not permitted without being 
insisted by the witch herself and Astoria had taken it upon herself 
to adopt one without permission. _ 

"_I mean, why you would want to spend all day with all those dirty 
men wearing leather-"_ 

"_I could think of a few reasons, " whispered Potter from his side, 
making him choke and snort on his drink as he tried his hardest to 
control a laugh. _ 

"_Draco, dear, are you ok?" asked Astoria as she 
fussed ._ 

"_Perfectly, just went down the wrong way, " he replied as he tried 
his hardest to ignore the smirk plastered on Potter's mouth as 
Astoria turned back towards Epsilon. _ 

"_It ' s just not lady like at all, surely you would be happier 
married, at home with children to care for. You know, the proper 
thing for a lady to do?"_ 

"_You mean to say the proper way to be a lady is to lie on my back 
all day being filled with someone's seed until I am with child? I 
won't deny that the laying on my back with my legs in the air does 
sound like a rather wonderful way to spend some time, but it's hardly 
a productive way for someone to spend all their time, surely?" Draco 
closed his eyes and took in a deep breath, here she went._ 

"_What? No of - of course not. But you know how important it is to 
create an heir for the family, to carry the family name and 
traditions. Not to mention the importance of being the face of the 
family, maintaining connections and helping one's husband by 
befriending wives. It won't be long before Lucius-"_ 

"_Mr Malfoy," corrected Epsilon, and rightly so. His father had not 
yet granted Astoria the right to call him by his given 
name ._ 

"_Retires and passes on the reins to Draco Dear, here."_ 



"_So you believe that a better part of my time, rather than 
protecting creatures of our world, is to drink tea and eat cake, to 
mingle? Wouldn't it be better for me to use my time in strengthening 
the Malfoy family name by using it to protect our history? To 
maintain a future for our wildlife? Without dragons around and people 
within my line of work, who would be the ones to harvest and gather 
necessary ingredients for potions and the like? Have you ever tried 
to gather dragon saliva?"_ 

"_So Astoria, I heard that you're planning yours and Malfoy 's wedding 
for next spring, is that right?" Potters perfect change of topic 
couldn't have come soon enough, and Draco was truly grateful to the 
man, as Astoria began to bore them all the tedious details of the 
dreaded day to come._ 

_Whilst they sat there eating and drinking Draco found himself on 
more than one occasion watching the wizard next to him as he spoke 
animatedly, telling them tales of recent jobs he had been on. He 
openly ignored the way he sister smiled at him with those sad knowing 
eyes. She always could read him like a book. He was happier now, 
listening to Potter of all people then he had been in what felt like 
forever, and she could see that._ 

_When the seventh course was bought out, he was unable to hold back a 
burst of undignified laughter at Potters response. _ 

"_Bleeding heck! More! I mean, how much more food is there, I feel 
like I've been eating for days, I don't think even Ron could eat this 
much. How much more is there? This is the third dish to be served up 
that looks like a main, does it ever end?" he finished with an 
exasperated sigh._ 

"_I did tell you to make sure you were hungry, " said Epsilon with a 
laugh of her own._ 

"_You didn't say I should have fasted myself, where on earth do you 
guy's put it all? I mean look at you all here! Nothing to you, how is 
it that Malfoy can eat all this and still look like he's cut from 
marble?" Draco wasn't unable to hold back a smug smile at Potter's 
words, the man beside him clearly not having realised what he 
said ._ 

The familiar creak of his office door opening brought him back to the 
room, and out of his thoughts, the sights of a familiar scruffy 
looking witch making him smile as she cautiously entered the 
room . 

"Am I forgiven?" she asked closing the door behind him and giving him 
a half smile. 

He chose not to say anything for a moment, narrowing his eyes at her 
slightly as she walked further in and took the seat in front of his 
desk . 

"Oh come on, I thought I was rather well behaved, " said Epsilon 
crossing her arms and pouting over at Draco. He merely raise and 
eyebrow choosing to stay quiet. "Come on, Drake. Please?" 


"You talked about sex ... at the dinner table ... in Nandos. I 



hardly believe that that is behaving. 


"Ok, I'll admit, that wasn't my finest moment but, she's just so 
frustrating. I don't like her," Draco rolled his eyes. 

"You barely know her, " he defended. 

"I know she has too much vagina for you," Draco's eyes widened almost 
comically at his sister's words, and he found himself very grateful 
that he hadn't chosen to have a sip of his tea, at that 
moment . 

"You're vile, you know that?" 

"Vile or honest?" asked Epsilon reaching over and taking his tea from 
his desk and helping herself, pulling a face of disgust as she took a 
mouthful. "What the hell is that? It tastes like dragon piss." 

"It's camomile, it's relaxing," he said defensively reaching over and 
snatching his beverage back from his mental sibling. "And how on 
earth would you know that?" he asked, taking a sip of his tea now 
safely in his hands and relishing in its flavour as it danced across 
his tongue. 

An authoritative knock was heard at the door and Draco called them 
in, smirking somewhat when Percy Weasley walking in and his sister 
tried to straighten herself out. "Weasley," he greeted. 

"Malfoy, " he greeted in the same civil tone before he noticed 
Epsilon, his mouth turning up into a warm smile, "Epsilon, 

Morning . " 

"How many times do I have to tell you Percy? Call me Effie, " her 
correction taking Draco by surprise. 

"Effie, then, " said Percy with a flirtatious smile that took Draco 
once more that day by surprise. He watched the exchange for a moment 
before Percy's attention turned back to him. "Do you have those 
papers I handed you the other day?" 

"Oh yes, they're here, all signed and ready to go," he said whilst 
opening his drawer and pulling out the mentioned stack. 

"Perfect, you still coming over Eriday evening with Charlie?" asked 
Percy once he had accepted the pile of paperwork and turned his 
attention back towards Epsilon. 

"Of course, I look forward to showing Ered and George what a real 
beater looks like, " Epsilon beamed up at Percy, when he 
chuckled . 

"You know, you're more than welcome to come along too Malfoy, Harry 
will be there," Percy said flippantly. 

"Out!" shouted Draco pointing to the door. 

"I'll see you Eriday, Effie. Draco I'll tell Harry you said hello," 
jested Percy with a smile that seemed to make Epsilon swoon as he 
left . 



"I hate Weasley's," he groaned to himself as the door softly shut 
behind the red head. 

Completely oblivious to the look Draco was giving her. Epsilon 
watched the door in a dream like state. "I love him, Draco. I. Love. 
Him, " for what felt like the hundredth time that day, he rolled his 
eyes and shook his head. 

"Of course you do, just like you loved Theodore when we were 7," he 
reminded her, just as the owl that had been waiting somewhat 
patiently gave an unhappy hoot. 

Holding a hand out tentatively he reached to untie the parchment 
still attached to the bird's leg. "That was love, Drake, and you know 
it. He went and got me a crunchy bar, from that little muggle shop. 

If that doesn't warrant love, then I don't know what does and, then 
he betrayed me by going and getting all kissy faced with that hussy 
at our birthday party." 

Draco gave her an incredulous look. "She was 6 and he gave her a kiss 
on the cheek, " he finished, turning his attention back towards the 
parchment in his hand. 

"Well either way, I was not happy. But this, this is different Drake, 
he makes me feel all squishy, " she finished with a sappy sounding 
sigh . 

He looked back up at his doe-eyed sister as she stared wistfully off 
into nothingness. "Squishy?" he asked, his lip curled in utter 
confusion . 

"Yes, you know. All warm and fluffy anda€ 1 squishy," she continued, 
waving her hand at him as though it was going to explain the 
gibberish she was speaking. When this failed she sighed once more and 
sunk back into her chair, "Drake, he makes my heart hurt, like really 
hurt . " 

"Maybe you should go and see a healer, then?" he suggested with a 
shrug, knowing all too well that it would only wind the witch up 
further . 

"You're such a cockgobbler, you know that?" she said grabbing the 
nearest thing to her, which happened to be a box of tissues and 
throwing them at him across her desk, laughing loudly and 
unladylike-like when it stuck him on the side of the head, messing 
his perfectly coiffed hair. 

He scowled at her. "If you're going to start being violent, then, 
dear sister, you know where the door is, " he said as he finally began 
to read the elegant script of his mother's handwriting and then 
directing his previous scowl to that instead. 

"Mother?" asked Epsilon taking the parchment from him, though of 
course she knew the answer. There were only a few select things that 
made either one of them look so put out by a mere piece of 
paper . 

"Reminding me once again about dinner this Thursday, " he groaned, 
running his hand through his hair in attempt to fix the damage 
Epsilon had achieved. 



"I'll make you a deal," she suggested. "I'll tag along and Mother and 
Father can spend their evening questioning me in that way they do 
oh-so-well, if you come with me to the Weasley's Friday night?" 

He couldn't deny that the exchange was a rather good one and, far 
more beneficial to him than to her. He didn't want to admit it out 
loud of course, but, it would be a great lie if he didn't say he 
liked the thought of seeing Potter again. That, and the fact that he 
could remember how good the wizard look mounted upon a 
broom . 

Pretending to think about the exchange when really all he was doing 
was trying to control the imagery flying through his mind, he let his 
sister stew on the offer for a moment longer than necessary, as he 
toyed with the idea of ogling Potter. 

"I know what you're doing, you know that right?" she said 
interrupting the beginning of his daydream. 

"And what pray tell, might that be?" he asked as nonchalant as he 
could manage. 

She didn't say anything, instead opting to rise from her chair and 
make her way to the door, stopping for a moment to call out over her 
shoulder, "Friday, be ready and dress muggle." 

"What? Muggle? You're joking right?" the thought of wearing anything 
other than Quidditch gear or robes making his heart race in 
panic . 

Epsilon stop where she was and turned to face him. "Yes, muggle. You 
know, t-shirts, jeans those types of things?" he narrowed his eyes at 
her . 

"Do I look like the type of person to own jeans? Muggle jeans?" he 
questioned her. 

"Just go and buy some then, trust me on this one, " she finished, 
before turning her back and leave the room, the door shutting as 
though it were made of lead from her forceful push. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Mate I still can't believe you had dinner with Malfoy, " said Ron 
with a baffled laugh as he sat in the chair opposite Harry's 
desk . <p> 

"Trust me, neither can I," Harry replied, his gaze drifting down to 
his hands that were busy tearing a piece of parchment into tiny 
little pieces, as he tried to keep his mind busy and not think about 
the small detail that he had actually really enjoyed the evening. 

It had been different, that was certain and nothing like he had 
expected, well he had certainly not been expecting quite so much 
food. He knew Epsilon had told him to come hungry but the amount of 
food had been exorbitant. Delicious but exorbitant. He hadn't found 
himself hungry for the rest of the weekend. 


Astoria has been something else, that was for sure, and he could see 



why Epsilon had taken an instant dislike to the woman. She was 
infuriating, and the way she had continuously called her fiancA© Dear 
had really grated on him. It, of course, had nothing to do with the 
fact the woman got to go home with the man at the end of the night, 
and Harry had nothing but an empty house and a mind full of 
inappropriate thoughts to go home to. 

He hated to admit to himself that he was a little more infatuated 
with the man than he had though he was. Being in his company for 
longer than an ogling moment had given Harry the chance to learn more 
about the man, and what he had learnt he had liked. They didn't 
particularly have much in common with their everyday interests or 
hobbies other than Quidditch, but Harry loved just how passionate 
Draco would get when talking about something that he was fond of. 

It turned out he was a fan of ballet and though the art didn't 
interest Harry himself, he had been mesmerised by the way Draco would 
talk about it with Epsilon. According to Epsilon, the Malfoy twins 
and been dragged to lessons during their younger years. Well, Epsilon 
had been dragged, Draco had gone willingly and up until their 6th 
year, and still practiced when he had the opportunity during the 
holidays, it turned out. 

He had adored that particular blush on Draco's cheeks at that moment 
when his sister had shared that little story, and then been furious 
with the way Astoria had laughed at Draco, saying that any sons of 
theirs certainly wouldn't be participating in such things, wiping the 
soft and embarrassed expression of his face and replacing it to one 
of offence. 

It was at that point when Harry had decided to make a comment on how, 
though he didn't watch it himself, he had been posters and photos and 
there was no denying that male dancers certainly had stunning 
backsides on them, not to mention the flexibility they would 
have . 

He silently preened himself when that pretty blush returned to 
Draco's cheeks, though he tried to hide it behind his glass as 
Astoria chastised him for such dinner conversation. What he had said 
had nothing on what Epsilon was later on saying, of course, all of 
which was brushed under the table by the other witch for that small 
notion of being the fiancA©s sister. 

"You listening mate?" asked Ron, interrupting Harry's little day 
dream . 

"Huh? Oh, no. Sorry Ron, what were you saying?" 

Ron looked at Harry for a moment, studying his features and his dopey 
looking face before scrunching up his own in disgust. "Oh, please, 
no, " he pleaded. 

"You've lost me," said Harry, raising an eyebrow and staring back at 
Ron . 

"You fancy him; you actually had a good time! That's, that's your 
happy date face, " Ron said quickly pointing a long finger at Harry in 
the process, as if he were scolding him. 


"My what face?" asked Harry amused. 



"Your date face." 


"I didn't know I had a date face." 

"Well you do and that's it, there, now." 

"You know it wasn't a date right? That I was with him, his sister, 
and his _fiancA©_, " answered Harry, unable to hold back the slight 
bite at the word fiancA©. 

"See!" exclaimed Ron. 

"What?" 

"That!" Ron continued, pointing again at Harry. 

"I really wish you would say more than one word at a time, you aren't 
making much sense," said Harry tiredly. 

"You couldn't even say the word fiancA© without sounding pissy, " 
elaborated Ron. 

"I did not sound pissy," snapped Harry in defence. 

"Right. So, Malfoy, then?" asked Ron as calmly as he could 
muster . 

"No, no Malfoy," said Harry with a roll of his eyes. 

"Right, and I really enjoy Hermione ' s cooking." 

"She'll hurt you if she ever catches you saying things like that," 
Harry replied with a laugh. 

"She knows, just as well as we do, that cooking is one thing she 
doesn't excel in. Come on mate, you may as well admit it," said Ron 
lounging himself back into the chair and crossing his arms in a 
manner very reminiscent of his girlfriend. 

Harry rolled his eyes and scowled. "I am not going to go goo-goo eyed 
over Malfoy," Ron just stared at him. "Fine, I think he's alright, 
well a little more than alright, I think he's damn well 
shagable-" 

"Line crossed, don't . . . just no. Please, please don't use words 

like shagable to describe Malfoy. Please?" begged Ron, cringing at 
the sheer thought . 

"Hey, you went on and on, you only have yourself to blame. All I was 
saying was that he is perfectly fine to look at. That maybe you were 
right and I did enjoy the other night a little more than I should 
have. That Epsilon is a fruitcake but I can't help but adore her, and 
that maybe, just maybe, that Astoria needs a smack around the head. 
That I quite frankly would actually really like to spend more time 
with him, " once Harry had finished his mini rant he looked up and was 
met with Ron's wide blues eyes. Both just stared at one another for a 
moment in shock. 

"I... I have no idea where that came from," said Harry quietly with a 



shake of his head, as Ron studied his friend opposite him. 

There was a moment's silence between the two friends, both unsure as 
to what to say after Harry's little rant. Ron finally heaving a great 
breath, tired of the slightly awkward silence in the room, chose to 
break it . 

"You know, I ' d be alright with it. We all would," he began, his turn 
now to reach out and take a piece of parchment from the desk, to 
destroy . 

"Alright with what?" Asked Harry. 

"You know," continued Ron with a groan. "You and Malfoy, we'd be 
alright with it. I mean, I won't be a right git, not unless he is 
first, of course." 

"Of course, " Harry rolled his eyes, "you do remember that there is 
one slight issue with this blessing you seem to have granted 
me?" 


"What?" 

"Ron, the man is engaged. You know, getting married?" 

"Well, not if Epsilon gets her way," mumbled Ron to himself. 


End 
f lie . 



